
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]


      
   

      
Praise for Must You Go?


      ‘This book – full of funny and tender things – satisfies on more than one level … a wonderfully full description of the deep
         pleasures and comforts of married love’     Spectator

      ‘It is written with palpable love, warmth, affection and a huge sense of loss for a man regarded by many as Britain’s greatest
         living playwright before his death on Christmas Eve 2008 … Must You Go? is essentially a heart-warming love story’
      

      Daily Telegraph

      ‘Few people have the emotional capacity for a grand passion, or the talent for expressing it, as she does’     Daily Mail

      ‘This book is a love story and a very moving one … There is a good test of a biography or memoir. Does it leave you thinking,
         I would like to have known this person? I would very much like to have known Harold Pinter – and that’s not something I had
         thought before reading this book’     Literary Review

      ‘The book is in the end not so much a literary memoir as the simplest of love stories. As such, it’s captivating’

      Evening Standard

      ‘Pinter’s first diagnosis with cancer of the oesophagus came on 13 December 2001, soon after that public “Fall” of 11 September.
         Fraser traces the “steps downwards” through the eight ensuing years of sporadic anguish and relief with exemplary clarity
         and courage … [She] keeps her gaze steady and her heart open’
      

      Independent

      ‘As superior gossip about literary, theatrical and political stars it is entertaining and often very funny. As a testament
         to a long, loving marriage it is simply touching’     Sunday Telegraph

      ‘This is one of the most “unputdownable” books I have read in ages’     Catholic Times
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PREFACE


      The subtitle of the book declares its contents: this is ‘my life with Harold Pinter’, not my complete life, and certainly
         not his. In essence, it is a love story and as with many love stories, the beginning and the end, the first light and the
         twilight, are dealt with more fully than the high noon in between, described more impressionistically.
      

      I have based it partly on my own Diaries; these have been kept since October 1968 when I suffered from withdrawal symptoms
         after finishing my first historical biography Mary Queen of Scots, the centre of my existence for so long. I have also used my own recollections, being careful to distinguish between the
         two, immediate reactions (I always write my Diary the next morning unless otherwise noted) and memories.
      

      On the whole Harold did not read these Diaries (although he was free to do so: they were not kept secret). I have noted the
         rare occasions when he made a comment or scribbled something in it himself.
      

      I have also quoted Harold where he told me things about his past, once again noting the source, and have occasionally quoted
         his friends talking to me on the same subject. Looking back at the Diaries, I see that I always paid special attention to
         any green shoots where Harold’s writing was concerned. Although it was not a conscious process, I suppose this was a consequence of a biographer living with a creative artist and
         observing what went on first hand.
      

      Harold and I lived together from August 1975 until his death thirty-three and a half years later on Christmas Eve 2008. ‘O!
         call back yesterday, bid time return,’ cries one of his courtiers to Richard II. This is my way of doing so.
      

   



      
PART ONE


      



      
      
Chapter One
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      FIRST NIGHT

       

      
      I first saw Harold across a crowded room, but it was lunchtime, not some enchanted evening, and we did not speak. I was having
         lunch in the Etoile restaurant in Charlotte Street; my companion pointed to a trio of men lunching opposite us. They were
         in fact Robert Shaw, Donald Pleasence and Harold; they were discussing Robert’s play, The Man in the Glass Booth, in which Harold would direct Donald. My companion admired Robert Shaw intensely: the handsome red-headed star who was said
         to do his own stuntwork and embodied machismo. Apparently I said thoughtfully: ‘I’ll take the dark one.’
      

      
      On the next occasion I heard Harold’s voice, once aptly described by Arthur Miller as his ‘awesome baritone’, before we met.
         There was a recital about Mary Queen of Scots at the National Portrait Gallery, based on my book. Harold’s wife Vivien Merchant
         took the part of Mary, an actor took all the male parts and I read the narrative. These were professionals and I was intensely
         nervous; a kind friend in the audience told me afterwards that my knees were visibly shaking in my natty white trouser suit
         which had perhaps been the wrong call as a costume. Nevertheless things were running along smoothly – Vivien was an accomplished
         reader who gave Mary the correct Scottish accent – when suddenly there was some kind of must you go? interruption, a man’s voice raised, at the back of the gallery. Afterwards I enquired rather crossly what had
         happened. ‘Oh, that was Harold Pinter,’ I was told. ‘He attacked the attendant for opening the door in the middle of the recital.’
         ‘I didn’t hear the door,’ I muttered, having just learned that the projected LP of the recital would have to be abandoned due to the disturbance. Later, when
         I was introduced to Harold, I asked him if it had indeed been him. ‘Yes,’ he replied with satisfaction, ‘I do that kind of
         thing all the time.’ In similar situations in the future, I sometimes reflected wryly: ‘I can’t say I wasn’t warned …’
      

      
      And so to the evening of 8 January 1975 when I went to the first night of The Birthday Party at the Shaw Theatre, directed by Kevin Billington, husband of my sister Rachel. The author was of course there and there
         was to be a dinner party afterwards at the Billingtons’ house in Holland Park.
      

      
      At this point, Hugh and I, Harold and Vivien, had both been married, oddly enough, for exactly the same period almost to the
         day: that is, eighteen years since September 1956 when Harold and Vivien got married in a Registry Office in Bournemouth (they
         were in rep there) while I dolled myself up as Mary Queen of Scots and Hugh wore a kilt at the Catholic Church in Warwick
         Street, Soho, with a full sung Nuptial Mass. Hugh and I had six children; Harold and Vivien had one. Hugh had been a Conservative
         MP since 1945; Vivien was a celebrated actress. I was forty-two; Harold was forty-four.
      

      
      I considered myself to be happily married, or at any rate happy in my marriage; I admired Hugh for his cavalier nature, his
         high spirits, his courage – friends nicknamed him ‘Fearless Fraser’ after some 1930s trapeze artist – his independence, his
         essential decency and kindness. I even admired him for his detachment, although his lack of emotional intimacy – he once told
         me that he preferred families to individuals – was with first night hindsight probably what doomed us. I on the other hand was intensely romantic and always had been since early
         childhood; the trouble with romantics is that they tend to gravitate towards other like-minded people, or people they choose
         to regard as such. So there had been romances. But I had never for one moment envisaged leaving my marriage.
      

      
      Harold, I learned much later, did not consider himself to be happily married. He too had had his romances, perhaps more than
         the world, which cast him as the dark, brooding, eponymously ‘Pinteresque’ playwright, realized. Later he also told me that
         he had never been in love before, but had once loved Vivien very much, her essential vulnerability inspiring him with a wish
         to protect her, before other matters drove them apart. They led essentially separate lives in an enormous stately six-storey
         house in Regent’s Park Terrace; but he too had never contemplated leaving his marriage.
      

      
      8 January 1975

      
      A very enjoyable dinner party at Rachel and Kevin’s house in Addison Avenue: a long and convivial table. I was slightly disappointed
         not to sit next to the playwright who looked full of energy, with black curly hair and pointed ears, like a satyr. Gradually
         the guests filtered away. My neighbours Richard and Viv King offered me a lift up the road. ‘Wait a minute,’ I said. ‘I must
         just say goodbye to Harold Pinter and tell him I enjoyed the play; I haven’t said hello all evening.’ They waited at the door.
         I went over to where Harold was sitting. ‘Wonderful play, marvellous acting, now I’m off.’
      

      
      He looked at me with those amazing, extremely bright black eyes. ‘Must you go?’ he said. I thought of home, my lift, taking
         the children to school the next morning, the exhausting must you go? past night in the sleeper from Scotland, my projected biography of King Charles II … ‘No, it’s not absolutely
         essential,’ I said.
      

      
      About 2.30 in the morning, poor Rachel and Kevin were visibly exhausted, and we were the last guests. In the end, it was Harold
         who gave me a lift home, in a white car with a driver (he never drove at night having once been found ‘weaving’ in Regent’s
         Park). I offered him coffee. I actually gave him champagne. He stayed until six o’clock in the morning with extraordinary
         recklessness, but of course the real recklessness was mine.
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      We sometimes speculated later what would have happened if I had in fact answered: ‘Yes, I really must go.’ Harold, convinced
         by then that I was his destiny, would gallantly reply: ‘I would have found you somehow.’ But we had few friends in common:
         Edna O’Brien was one, and the producer Sam Spiegel another. But fundamentally we lived in different worlds. The night of 8/9
         January was the chance and our chance.
      

      
      Subsequently the tabloids made much of our different backgrounds, the working-class Jewish boy from the East End and the Catholic
         aristocrat with her title. But we were, in our early forties, a long way from our backgrounds and, as usual with the tabloids,
         these descriptions were more for headlines than accuracy. Although Harold was technically born into the working class – his
         father worked in a tailoring factory – ever since the success of The Caretaker in 1960 he had been extremely well-off by most standards: he was able, for example, to retire his father, worn-out with his
         labours, to salubrious Hove where his parents would live happily for another thirty years.
      

      
      
      Again technically, since my father was an earl and my mother a countess, I could be argued to be an aristocrat. But my father,
         born Frank Pakenham, only succeeded to the Earldom of Longford when I was nearly thirty; my childhood was spent in a modest
         North Oxford house, my father, with no private income, teaching at the University. My mother, being a Harley Street doctor’s
         daughter, was in any case convinced (and thus convinced us) that the middle classes were the salt of the earth whereas the
         aristocracy was feckless, unpunctual and extravagant, an assumption that our beloved father’s attitude to life did nothing
         to discourage. I had no inherited money myself, and had earned my own living since the age of twenty-one, first working for
         a publisher and, after marriage, by journalism and books.
      

      
      After the publication of Mary Queen of Scots, an unexpected bestseller in 1969, I found that for the first time in my life I had money to spend. Most of it went on the
         delightful task of renovating Eilean Aigas, our house in the Highlands on an island in the River Beauly, which gave the impression
         of being untouched since the ’45 rebellion. Our finances had been so perilous before this, since Hugh was entirely dependent
         on the then modest salary of an MP, that he had actually sold the house to a cousin by the previous Christmas – providentially
         the cousin’s finances proved to be equally perilous and he reneged on the deal just in time for my windfall. To give only
         one example, I put in a heated open-air swimming pool round which the New Year celebrations regularly made the welkin ring.
         The truth was that by the mid 1970s, both in our different ways successful writers, Harold and I belonged to the same class:
         I will call it the Bohemian class.
      

      
      
      
      13 January

      
      While I was away, Harold had apparently called home on the public line; on Monday morning he called on my private line – I’m
         not sure how he got the number. We met for a drink at the Royal Lancaster Hotel in Bayswater (‘an obscure place’ he said truthfully)
         at 6 p.m. The bar was very dark and at first I couldn’t see him. That made it all the more like a dream. But ‘so it wasn’t all a dream’ was the verdict of us both at the end. Told me of numerous obsessional phone calls – no answer – often from
         the famous Ladbroke Grove telephone box opposite Campden Hill Square. Had evidently told Kevin Billington about the whole thing! I began to guess this and he then admitted it. Can’t say I care. ‘I am loopy about you: I feel eighteen’ was the general
         theme; I said I preferred the word ‘dippy’ …
      

      
      The truth is that Harold has mesmerized me. Kept waking all night on the subject of a) him b) Benjie’s departure for boarding
         school at Ampleforth. But a) has quite taken my mind off the horrible sadness of b). (Our third child and eldest son, aged
         not quite fourteen, was setting forth for his father’s old school.)
      

      
      
      23 January

      
      Met Harold at 5.30 in the Royal Lancaster Hotel (he has telephoned daily). Parted at 11.30 to our respective matrimonial homes.
         We never left the bar, just talked and talked. Discussed among other things No Man’s Land, his new play – to open at the National in April – and how he started to write it. At first he thought he was echoing himself
         (‘What, two old men together again…’), then he thought: ‘You are first night what you are.’ He had sent me the typescript after our first meeting. I liked the character of Spooner, the failed
         poet. So I asked him: ‘Did Spooner get the job?’ On the whole he thought: No. ‘But Spooner is an optimist and there will be
         other jobs.’ I said I would have to stop my ears at the first night for the dark of the ending: Winter/Night forever. But
         I liked ‘I’ll drink to that’ at the end. ‘That’s the point,’ Harold said, delighted … I am quite obsessed by him when I am
         with him. He tells me he is quite obsessed by me all the time – the days spent waiting to telephone, etc…. Described his
         life as a kind of prison, how, when can we meet, ever?
      

      
      
      26 January

      
      Taken to supper with Anthony Shaffer, author of Sleuth, by an old friend. The fashionable doctor for artists, Patrick Woodcock, warns me quite innocently against playwrights: ‘They’re
         the worst.’ Thought of Harold. I suppose I’m in love with him but there are many other things in my life. Yet: ‘oh, oh, the
         insomniac moonlight’ in the words of the Scottish poet I like, Liz Lochhead.
      

      
      
      30 January

      
      Harold called. He asks: ‘Does it make you happy that we met? You wouldn’t rather we hadn’t met?’

      
      
      1 February

      
      I knew it would be a good day. Harold rang up in the morning and said, ‘Tea is on’, having said two days ago ‘the situation
         is fluid’. Went at four, discreetly parking the car in Sussex Place. The house in Regent’s Park Terrace is vast, on first impression, and extremely sumptuous. I suppose it would not be
         so sumptuous if ten people lived in it. But with three, it is. A lot of large beautiful modern pictures in huge quiet rooms,
         apparently unlimited in number. Harold made tea. We went upstairs to the greeny-grey drawing room, vast pictures, few objects,
         greeny-grey light, enormous quantity of chairs and low sofas.
      

      
      ‘I will show you my study presently.’ And he did. At the top of the house, sixth floor in fact, we went up and up, like Tom
         Kitten. A marvellous room, much space, also less hushed. A desk with windows overlooking Regent’s Park and the other way,
         roofs. A chaise longue. A few chairs. Lots of books, novels and poetry. Harold presented me with his poems. ‘I would make
         a good secretary if you ever needed one,’ I said, seeing the accommodation. He said: ‘the same thought had already crossed
         my mind.’
      

      
      
      9 February

      
      Joyous, dangerous and unavoidable – Harold’s three words to Kevin Billington about us, quoted by Harold to me on the telephone.
         Not bad Pinteresque words.
      

      
      
      19 February

      
      Period of crisis. On Sunday Harold called to say that Vivien was very ill (pneumonia) in Hong Kong, with the dreadful possibility
         of not being able to go on and film Picnic at Hanging Rock in Australia – something she really wanted to do. He is racked with guilt. ‘Something of her own that I didn’t write. That’s
         what she wanted.’ Much strain of cancellations and first night late-night calls. Nevertheless we met for drinks in the bar of the Churchill Hotel (twice).
      

      
      
      21 February

      
      Bought works about Harold at Foyles to feed my obsession. Seems to be in the class of Shakespeare judging by the nonsense that is talked … gave
         me a buzz all the same.
      

      
      
      22 February

      
      Harold in Hong Kong has written me two poems, one short, one very long, which he read to me twice: ‘I have spent the evening
         in my hotel room writing poems to you.’ The long one began:
      

      
      
         My heart is not a beat away from you

         You turn, and touch the light of me.

         You smile and I become the man

         You loved before, but never knew

      

      
      It ended:

      
      
         You turn, and touch the light of me.

         You smile, your eyes become my sweetest dream of you.

         Oh sweetest love,

         My heart is not a beat away from you.

      

      
      This was the short one:

      
      
         I know the place

         It is true.

         Everything we do

         Connects the space

		 Between death and me,

         And you.
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      It subsequently became a favourite poem of Harold’s to mark this stage in our lives and he often recited it. However, when
         the poems arrived on the pale banana-coloured paper of the Peninsula Hotel, I protested about the comma after ‘me’ which divided
         us and left him on the side of death and it was eliminated (although not put immediately after ‘death’ as I wanted!).
      

      
      
      22 February, cont.

      
      He really seems mad with love. Diana Phipps, my confidante, on the telephone: ‘What happens when he asks you to pack your
         bags?’ Me: ‘He won’t. That’s the great thing. He isn’t a marryer. He has been married as long as I have.’ Diana: ‘Don’t count on it.’
      

      
      In spite of that, thank God, she is wrong. Our relationship is more likely to bust out of passion because he won’t be able
         to bear it, not at that level anyway. His love letters, leaving aside the poems, are extraordinary. From time to time he writes
         in his large, clear unmistakeable handwriting: ‘I’m calm. Calm.’ and then he bursts out again, now with a big love letter,
         now with a poem – an extravagant poem, accompanied by a note: ‘This came out of the lonely middle of a desperate night thousands
         of miles from you, your image thudding in my skull. Don’t be alarmed by it.’
      

      
      
      
      24 February

      
      Kevin Billington came round, thanks to Hong Kong calls ad infinitum, and we had an extremely intense conversation; beginning
         of course with much embarrassment as up to that point we were friendly but not close. ‘It’s very serious for Harold,’ he said
         and added: ‘I speak as Harold’s friend and not because of our family relationship.’ Me: ‘It’s quite different for me … I haven’t
         known anything like this before or perhaps once years ago but ever since I have tried to guard myself.’ Kevin: ‘I’m very glad.’
      

      
      
      25 February

      
      Drink with Edna O’Brien at her request. She looked like a beautiful fortune-teller in her shawl by the fire, me her client.
         ‘He’s much enraptured,’ she said. Then: ‘I’m glad this is happening to him. Last summer when he was writing No Man’s Land in that cottage I almost thought – well,’ she hesitated. ‘He says he was waiting for death,’ I replied.
      

      
      
      28 February

      
      The last call from Hong Kong. No more contact for the next week. But lots of poems have arrived on the banana-coloured hotel
         paper. I keep them in a clutch in my handbag and read and reread. One of them is the strongest love poem I have ever received.
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      Harold came back, with Vivien, on 10 March. He was in a terrible state when I didn’t answer my telephone, also when I did. Explained later it was jet lag edging on panic that he
         had lost me.
      

      
      
      11 March

      
      Everything is now all right. But first I went to the Memorial Service for the murdered Ethiopian royal family who had helped
         me on my visit there in 1964. Deeply moving with the noble young Asfa Kassa, son of my patron Aserate Kassa, in charge: the
         grave and beautiful Crown Princess, a few other Ethiopians. I wept when Asfa read the lesson of Solomon and the Queen of Sheba
         in Amharic. (‘And Solomon gave the Queen of Sheba all that she desired.’)
      

      
      Back here to wait for Harold. A knock. He was there. He clutched me and we clutched each other. At first it was almost desperate,
         he had suffered so much. Finally he said: ‘I feel like a new man’ (as perhaps Solomon said to the Queen of Sheba).
      

      
      
      12 March

      
      Beautiful white and pink and green orchids from Harold with a note: ‘My heart.’

      
      
      13 March

      
      Day transformed at six when Harold rang up and said he wondered what my evening arrangements were. They had just finished
         testing leading ladies for the film of The Last Tycoon, produced by Sam Spiegel, for which Harold had written the screenplay: Harold read the Robert De Niro part. Met at the Stafford
         Hotel. We talked and talked. Harold back on the kick of saying he’s going to tell Vivien sooner or later. ‘I should like to go away with you. Maybe Antarctica? But
         would you follow? I would like to be married to you when I’m eighty.’ ‘I’ll be seventy-eight.’ Where is all this passion leading,
         I ask myself. The trouble is – when I am with him I don’t care about anything and when I am not with him I don’t care much
         either as I am always thinking about him.
      

      
      
      14 March

      
      Drink with Harold on his way from the National at the Strand Palace Hotel. Naturally he has told Peter Hall who was directing
         No Man’s Land, ‘ I’ve fallen in love’, because of the need for an alibi.
      

      
      
      16 March

      
      Harold caused me a great deal of heart-beating terror by announcing he was going to tell Vivien: ‘I don’t want to pretend
         I’m on a lecture tour.’ I suppose I’m used to being on that lecture tour and it seems a perfectly good way of life. But Harold’s
         force is burning me up and fascinating me all at the same time.
      

      
      
      22/23 March

      
      Weekend of considerable tension. Harold rang up Sunday evening and said he had told Vivien on Saturday: ‘I’ve met somebody.’
         Her rage at his dishonesty in deceiving her (for two and a half months). Vivien says about me: ‘She’s a very bonny lady.’ But – with whisky and nightfall more rage at the deception.
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      I did not know at this point that Vivien was on her way to being a serious alcoholic; a condition which would lead to her
         death in her early fifties. Nor did Harold discuss the subject with me at this point, either in extenuation of his own behaviour
         or out of guilt. There was the odd oblique reference which I did not understand.
      

      
      24 March

      
      In a way it is unfair for Vivien to pick on the deception as opposed to Harold’s feelings, as he has always wanted to tell
         her; he couldn’t before she went away and certainly couldn’t when she was so ill. But nothing is fair in love (or war) whatever
         they say. For the first time I faced up to what another life would be like and whether it could ever exist. Or would be right.
         Right for whom? Never right for some. Diana Phipps: ‘Everyone must feel the temptation to leave their life behind. Don’t forget
         that in fact no one ever does leave their life behind. You take it with you.’
      

      
      In the meantime, as they say, I always wanted to be in love. Ever since I was a little girl. And I always wanted to know a
         genius, which I suppose Harold sort of is, but that did not lure me to him in the first place. I was lured, compelled by a
         superior force, something drawn out of me by him, which was simply irresistible.
      

      
      
      
      27 March

      
      Last day before Scotland for the school holidays. It is snowing and I went for a snowy walk in the park. Nevertheless there
         were wet heaps of grass to be seen where some incurable optimist had started to cut it. So, through the snow and blustering
         wind came the unmistakeable smell of summer: lawn mowings. Met Harold at the Royal Lancaster as once before. He gave me the
         first bound copy of No Man’s Land with such a romantic inscription that I shall hardly be able to leave it about. The situation seems very fraught in the Pinter
         home and I honestly don’t know how it will turn out. Mingled fright and excitement.
      

      
      
      6 April

      
      Horror has struck at the periphery of Harold’s life. Mary Ure, wife of his buddy Robert Shaw, died the night after Robert
         had been out with Harold. Robert’s guilt – and his own. In the end after a lot of talk and guilt, we both went round to see
         Robert Shaw hidden in the Savoy with his children. Harold in a fearful state. The Shaw daughters full of fortitude. His son,
         the image of Mary, infinitely touching.
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      The rest of April passed with me toing and froing between London and Scotland during the school holidays, while being extremely
         active in campaigning for Public Lending Right (I was Chairman of the Society of Authors). Vivien left Hanover Terrace for
         a while; Harold continued to attend rehearsals of No Man’s Land.

      
      
      
      14 April

      
      Harold came to lunch before rehearsal. Now very gloomy about the play – just because Sir Ralph Richardson can’t happen to
         get the words in the right order. This is torture for him. But says he is a little bit in love with Ralph all the same. Me:
         ‘As he is a man and seventy-two, that’s okay.’ Harold and Sir Ralph: the perfect actor for him except for this one fault which
         could utterly ruin everything Harold conceives the play to be, in terms of rhythm and poetry.
      

      
      
      20 April – Sunday morning

      
      Hugh asked: ‘Are you in love with someone else?’ I don’t think he expected to get the answer ‘Yes! I am madly in love with
         someone else.’ After a bit I told him who it was. Hugh, grimly: ‘The best living playwright. Very suitable.’ Then: ‘How old
         is he?’ Me: ‘My age.’ Hugh: ‘Well, that’s also very suitable.’ I had dreaded this moment so much, thought it would never come,
         because it never could come. Then it did come, suddenly, in a twinkling of an eye, and in a way it was perfectly all right. Except as Harold pointed out about his own situation, nothing is ever the same again.
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      The next weeks were agonizing for all concerned with a few bright moments which did not relate to personal relationships.

      
      
      
      23 April

      
      The great Public Lending Right Demo Day in Belgrave Square outside the Ministry. Wore spring-like suit to LBC Radio at 8.30
         a.m.; frozen by 11.30. We hustled importantly on to a traffic island in Belgrave Square, media actually outnumbering the authors.
         But Angus Wilson came all the way up from Suffolk, good sweet man that he is. Bridget Brophy magnificent and large in a white
         princess-line dress, Maureen Duffy in a mauve frilly shirt with her trouser suit, running the show with her loud hailer. Gave
         interviews to TV, having been told by Frank Muir not to smile: ‘Look grim and defiant.’ Natasha (my fourth child: the others
         were Rebecca, Flora, Benjie, Damian and Orlando) said: ‘You looked like someone who wanted to have her own way. Like a queen,
         but cross,’ she added kindly.
      

      
      Met Harold for lunch and gave him my lucky agate to hold in his sweaty palm at the first night of No Man’s Land. Went with Rachel and Kevin, and my brother Thomas to the theatre. Drink in the upstairs bar. Suddenly Harold walked in.
         Transfixed. Both of us. Could hardly speak or look at him. ‘Hello, Antonia,’ and hand outstretched: a very deep gravelly voice.
      

      
      Then the play … In the interval Milton Shulman, there as drama critic of the Evening Standard, asked innocently: ‘What’s it all about?’ Revealed that he had been asleep in the first half. Critics!!! Me: ‘It’s about
         the creative artist locked in his own world. Gielgud as Spooner is shabby reality trying to get in.’ Milton: ??? Me: ‘Well,
         I’m only trying to help.’ Later we four went to Odin’s. Harold telephoned me from the first-night party at Peter Hall’s flat
         in the Barbican. Harold: ‘I was happy with it.’ He went on: ‘I watched you when you walked must you go? across the front of the stalls going to your seat after the interval. I liked your dress. You looked so beautiful.’
         (I still have the dress.) Me: ‘I just couldn’t speak in the bar.’
      

      
      
      24 April

      
      Vivien told Harold: ‘The myth of the happy Pinter marriage is exploded. It hasn’t really existed for many years.’ She had
         not come to the first night; Harold took his son. This morning the Daily Mail blew the gaff, talking of ‘a literary friendship’. So that’s what they call it these days!
      

      
      
      25 April

      
      Harold is leaving Vivien for Sam Spiegel’s flat in Grosvenor House ‘So that murder shall not take place.’ It’s difficult to
         comment on this because up till the other night I had thought their marriage a happy one (albeit not perfect… because perfect marriages if they exist are immune from late-night romantic encounters). So I don’t understand anything
         at the moment.
      

      
      
      28 April

      
      Harold moved into Sam’s flat. Tried to liken it to a ship: large for a ship. Actually quite large for a flat. But the point
         is really, the grimness of anyone leaving their home where everything is arranged to their satisfaction, to live in a place
         where it isn’t. Harold very low. The prospect of Paris seems to cheer. But I’m sure the missing of home remains an eternal
         thing.

      
      5–15 May

      
      In Paris at the Hotel Lancaster. What can I write? (I’m back in London.) However, here goes. We had our suite, Harold’s famous
         emphasis on suites! A sitting room, très charmant, a large bedroom and another one for me, I insisted on that for telephonic reasons. Harold met me at Charles de Gaulle Airport,
         I floated up in the new moving passageway as in a dream towards him. Chauffeur-driven car (another great obsession). Thereafter
         we lived in our suite and went to restaurants and never really did anything at all for ten days. Very restful that, doing
         nothing. We did take very small walks in the truly wet and freezing weather (I bought two umbrellas when I was in Paris) ending
         fairly rapidly in bars. Like Hirst in No Man’s Land, Harold drinks a hell of an amount. Mostly we talked, sometimes good talks, sometimes ‘a good talk’ about the future. Occasionally
         Harold whirled into jealousy about the past.
      

      
      We met Barbara Bray, the translator and literary critic with whom Harold had worked on the Proust screenplay for so long,
         Beckett’s girlfriend. Despite avowed Women’s Lib feelings, Barbara maddened Harold by looking and talking all the time to
         him, never me. I didn’t notice so wasn’t maddened. Finally she said: ‘I should be interested in you as a writer because you’re
         a woman, but of course it’s Harold I’m interested in.’ ‘So that’s two of us,’ I said. Much more fun was the ravishing Delphine
         Seyrig who failed to turn up as a cool blonde as I had hoped (see The Discreet Charm of the Bourgeoisie), but emerged as a frizzy red-haired biker holding a helmet. She was nevertheless delightful, very warm to me, and her beauty
         could not be quenched.
      

      
      On Sunday evening Harold said we were swimming nearer and nearer the sea, in a series of rock pools. The ocean was ahead. Someone I adored was Harold’s translator Eric Kahane:
         a kindred spirit. (We became lifelong friends.) Once back, Harold went to Sam’s flat at Grosvenor House, me to Campden Hill
         Square. But Harold found a lawyer’s letter from Withers & Co. informing him that his wife was suing him for divorce, the cause
         being his own admitted adultery with me. This was the one thing we were sure would never happen, even though Vivien had written
         to Paris to announce what she would do if he didn’t return. Harold to me: ‘Tell your husband that my intentions are strictly
         honourable.’
      

      
      
      16 & 17 May

      
      Harold in a terrible state about money although he seems to me to earn a fortune, enough anyway not to worry. I think worrying
         about money is a substitute for worrying about the future. Harold has written me a magic poem called ‘Paris’: it ends ‘She
         dances in my life.’ I cling to that. What will happen next?
      

      
      PARIS

      
         The curtain white in folds,

         She walks two steps and turns,

         The curtain still, the light

         Staggers in her eyes.

      
         The lamps are golden.

         Afternoon leans, silently.

         She dances in my life.

         The white day burns.

      

      
      
   



      
      Chapter Two
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      PLEASURE AND A
GOOD DEAL OF PAIN

      
      
      
      22 May

      
      Long, long talk with my mother at her Chesil Court flat about everything. She showed much brilliance, unlike some, in achieving
         her objective, which was to keep me approximately married to Hugh. ‘You note I am not talking about sanctity of family life.’ Tells me meaningful stories of her friends whose lovers chucked them for younger
         women, and is annoyed when I smile.
      

      
      Harold has returned home to Regent’s Park to be with his son while Vivien is in Crete. Harold: ‘I want you to know that the
         way I am thinking is that I want to live with you, that’s the way my thoughts are.’ Then: ‘In twenty years’ time, we wouldn’t
         have this sort of crisis, because we would be sixty-four and sixty-two.’
      

      
      Me, thinking of Lady Longford: ‘What about younger women?’

      
      Harold (furious): ‘I like mature women, doesn’t she realize, I am a boy at heart, ever eighteen, so naturally I like mature
         women.’
      

      
      
      28 May

      
      Lunch with Mark Boxer at Neal Street Restaurant. Physically, a curious mixture of Harold’s looks, the dark curly hair and black/hazel eyes, but less force in his appearance. We had not met for some time.
      

      
      Mark: ‘Do you remember when I brought a cricket side to the Hurst Green Cricket Club against your father?’

      
      Me: ‘How odd! Of course I do. And I was telling somebody interested in cricket about it only the other day.’ I had indeed
         attempted to establish my cricket-loving credentials with Harold by telling him about this match against my father’s village.
         Of course Mark, who was always up for any gossip, got the reference immediately.
      

      
      Mark, meaningfully: ‘Would SOMEBODY “interested in cricket” like to play in a match for the Sunday Times?’ I blushed. Mark told me he had been thinking aloud of cricketing stars for this match in Surrey, then of stars who played
         cricket. He asked the Surrey Chairman: ‘Would Harold Pinter do?’ Explained he was a playwright. Man from the club, affronted:
         ‘We have heard of Harold Pinter in Surrey!’
      

      
      
      30 May

      
      Took Harold to dinner with Diana Phipps. Diana seized a moment alone to hiss: ‘He’s marvellous. I revise all my advice. You
         must marry him as soon as possible.’ Really! She’s worse than Mummy in her advice.
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      The next night we had dinner with Sam Spiegel who simply could not understand why Harold had told Vivien: ‘You could have
         had all the pleasure and none of the pain.’ Ah, the Viennese!
      

      
      
      
      2 June

      
      I love Harold, I adore him, but I wonder whether I am capable of uprooting myself for anyone? Do I have the courage? I am quite a cowardly person, I know. Whether I have not finally and
         carefully constructed my own very pleasant prison from which emotionally I can’t escape. If only we could just go on and on
         being lovers … I fear for the effects of everyday life on love.
      

      
      I was photographed for the Sunday Mirror in connection with a book Scottish Love Poems I had chosen and edited for my friends Angus and Stephanie Wolfe Murray to launch their new Edinburgh imprint, Canongate
         Publishing. The photographer took me into the garden. It was very cold and rather silly. I should stop fooling around with
         hats and roses.
      

      
      Vivien is back from Crete, much calmer but steadfast that she will cite me in the divorce.

      
      
      7 June

      
      I worked on Charles II and felt rather happy for a change. Letter in The Times about the naming of the characters in No Man’s Land for famous cricketers. I remember remarking to Harold in Paris that Hirst was evidently Jewish (I have some Jewish friends
         called Hirst). He said indignantly that he was named for the Yorkshire cricketer. Now he states: ‘The names were appropriate.
         That is to say, Spooner could never have been called Hirst.’ Harold tells me I am his ‘joy’ before going very joyfully off
         to cricket.
      

      
      
      
      11 June

      
      Coffee at Grosvenor House with Harold. Very hot day. Wore new white piqué dress with pink and blue stone necklace. He has
         now heard definitely from the lawyer that I will be cited and soon. I need a lawyer. Harold hugged me. ‘I love you and want
         to marry you.’ (He had not used those exact words before.) Afterwards I question it, the whole idea. Harold firmly: ‘No, I
         like being married. I think we had better get married.’ I said nothing although it is quite like being in a car of gathering
         speed going to the sea and still not quite making up my mind whether I intend to bathe or not. Exhilarating. And frightening.
         Later that evening Harold said: ‘I proposed to you today and you said you would think it over.’
      

      
      
      12 June

      
      Went to Edinburgh for the launching of Scottish Love Poems. I am intensely proud of this book: it seems to set the seal on my Scottish life. Splendid party included twenty poets. The
         men were either old and hoary (Hugh MacDiarmid, with his thick, thick head of white hair, Sorley MacLean) or young and drunk.
         The poetesses were grave and gentle, Liz Lochhead bright-eyed and laughing. All were very nice to me.
      

      
      Confided my situation to Stephanie who was clear and helpful on the subject. This was in my bedroom at the North British Hotel.
         In the lift on the way down I decided: ‘Yes, I will do it.’
      

      
      
      13 June

      
      It was ‘a summer’s day of unusual heat’ – one of Harold’s favourite quotations from T.S. Eliot. Harold, in a very jolly mood and elegant in his black silk shirt and biscuit-coloured suit. I wore my favourite biscuit-coloured lace dress which
         made Emma Tennant say, when we visited her, that we had clearly decided to dress alike for the foreseeable future (no way!).
         He seems to have guessed that I will say Yes. We went to the Belvedere Restaurant in Holland Park, a room looking over the
         iris garden. I took a deep breath and with a kind of heat in my face rather than a blush: ‘What I am trying to say,’ I began,
         ‘is that if you asked me to marry you now, I would accept you.’
      

      
      
      14 June

      
      The next day I had to tell Hugh. It was beyond anything ghastly, beginning with the moment when I fetched him inside from
         the thunderous garden where he was smoking and reading the FT. It now thundered inside. In the end I summoned Harold round. He drank whisky, Hugh drank brandy. I sat. In a surreal scene,
         Hugh and Harold discussed cricket at length, then the West Indies, then Proust. I started to go to sleep on the sofa. Harold
         politely went home. Nothing was decided.
      

      
      
      16/17 June

      
      My mind is strangely blank about the past days. Just as well perhaps. I do remember I went to the ICA to hear Harold read
         Philip Larkin. His deep voice has been one of the things I have loved about him from the beginning. My heart turned over when
         he read an early poem: ‘Love, now it is time for us to say goodbye.’ Drink in the pub with the poet Ian Hamilton, man with
         a sympathetic and even beautiful face but not saturnine as I had imagined. (Harold is saturnine.)
      

      
      
      
      19 June

      
      Lunch with my mother at Chesil Court, having written her and my father a long letter so that they would understand that we
         could not discuss ‘Whether’ only ‘Why?’ and ‘When?’ She said it was a good thing such a letter had been written (I knew that
         was the right approach because she is after all a writer and currently studying Byron). At the end she told me she would not
         come to Marylebone Registry Office, ‘but I will do anything else’.
      

      
      
      20 June

      
      Told Thomas: known as my ‘Irish twin’, being a mere eleven months younger than me, and my closest person since his birth which,
         as I sometimes pointed out, ruined my status as a happy only child. Thomas said: ‘I have always thought ever since playing
         tennis with you in Norham Gardens (during our shared North Oxford childhood), that you would be very difficult to be married
         to.’ Pause. ‘I myself am very difficult to be married to.’ Then he talked at length about himself. Restored to the point –
         me! – he said: ‘You have a special problem. You are a woman and a strong character yet you want your husband to be stronger.
         Women with strong characters who want to dominate are always fine because there are plenty of weak men around. Also plenty
         of strong men for weak women. But yours is a special problem.’ ‘Come off it, Confucius,’ I said. But actually he’s quite right
         in a maddening way. Hugh’s superior age – fifteen years – and experience in the war had blinded me at the age of twenty-three
         to the fact that although he was certainly a strong character, he was essentially a loner.
      

      
      
      George Weidenfeld (my publisher, also my oldest adult friend, ever since I worked for him aged twenty-one) very charming to
         Harold at dinner, which pleased me.
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      Terrible weeks of strain followed, compounded by Harold directing Simon Gray’s new play Otherwise Engaged with Alan Bates. In the end Sam Spiegel persuaded Vivien to withdraw the divorce petition for the time being. With his usual
         worldly bluntness, he told me that it was entirely in her own interests to suspend proceedings as if she doesn’t want to go
         to law, Harold may change his mind, but once she has, he never will. I didn’t comment. I knew that Sam, to whom we were both
         devoted, thought all this romantic talk about marriage was nonsense; why couldn’t we just have an affair like everyone else?
      

      
      
      23 June

      
      Had lunch with my hero the urbane and brilliant Charles Wintour (editor of the Evening Standard) and told him that for ‘personal reasons’ I must resign from the Evening Standard Drama Panel where I had been the lay critic very happily for seven years. I refer to a ‘serious relationship’ with Harold.
      

      
      Charles: ‘It is honest of you to raise this.’ Later he says: ‘I must say that I admire your nerve.’ I thought he was perhaps
         referring to his own situation. As in most resignation meetings, however, I ended by not resigning. All this of course was
         about Otherwise Engaged, which would inevitably be considered by the panel.
      

      
      Charles: ‘We must rise above it. No one would think your critical judgment impaired.’ Me: ‘No, no.’ Thinks: not half. Took Marigold Johnson to the theatre: Michael Frayn, pleasant
         and extremely funny.
      

      
      
      24 June

      
      Mummy takes the opportunity to say that she will now write me a letter to say that what I am doing is wrong: ‘The trouble
         is, darling, that the charm and charisma of your presence is such that one begins to feel a bit happier and even sound approving.’
         This flattery gets her nowhere. I put down the telephone, I think. Or maybe it’s a wee slam-down. For heaven’s sake, I’m in
         my forties! She never took so much interest in my love life when I was sixteen: she did not encourage confidences so I did
         not make them. I was perfectly happy with that: I loved being so independent. But it is a bit late to alter our relationship
         twenty-five years later.
      

      
      
      25 June

      
      Harold exhausted by the strain of his home life, coupled with rehearsals. Though he did manage to dictate a new scene for
         Jeanne Moreau to Sam Spiegel and director Elia Kazan for The Last Tycoon. Me: ‘It’s WORK that is another country, not the past.’
      

      
      
      26 June

      
      Gave the prizes at St Philip’s Sports Day. Narrowly missed being extinguished – of all things – by a cricket ball. Ironic.
         Saw my lawyers, suggested by George Weidenfeld, in the morning. Mr Leslie Paisner seemed immensely wise, which is needed. Harold Paisner, his son, extremely young-looking, seemed sympathetic to what I am doing. To him it was romantic
         and dashing. But Mr Paisner père did implicitly warn me of possible dangers ahead. Also left me with some very sage words which I quoted verbatim to Hugh
         that night: ‘If two sensible, educated, civilized people can’t reach agreement about their own children, it is unlikely a
         court can.’
      

      [image: image]

      
      It was advice that Hugh and I took to heart. As it happens, our respective styles of parenting had always dovetailed: they
         continued to do so successfully for the nine years Hugh had to live.
      

      
      Hugh was a devoted father. He was also someone who had chosen to base himself in his mother’s house until his marriage at
         the age of thirty-eight – because that way he could enjoy the free social life of a very popular bachelor. Of his new existence
         in which he reverted to this kind of life, one relation observed later: ‘In many ways the life of a bachelor with six children
         really suited him.’
      

      
      
      27 June

      
      Pat Naipaul came to lunch. Told her. She said: ‘Oh, poor Antonia! You will be married to a writer over forty and past his
         best, of failing creativity.’ I am too fond of Pat to make any comment, but Francis Wyndham pointed out later: she was manifestly
         talking about Vidia’s friend Margaret, if he chose to leave Pat for her. I also thought privately what Harold would have said to the question of creativity: ‘Fuck creativity.’
      

      
      
      
      28 June

      
      Managed to sit in the wrong pub waiting for Harold for nearly an hour. To me one pub is much like another, I have to say.
         Ever since Oxford, I have hated the smell of beer. Harold was somewhere in another pub – this was in Mayfair – but where?
         A sort of madness overtook me that we should never meet again, as at the end of Marjorie Morningstar. In the end Sam Spiegel bowled up in a vast car, plus mistress and child, and rescued me. At that moment Harold appeared
         round the corner running. He’s incredibly fit, I couldn’t help noticing. I suppose it’s all that cricket.
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      Vivien continued to alternate between rage and despair but Hugh, admirable as ever, said that he was becoming philosophical.
         Apparently Harold’s son may come and live with us. More the merrier, says I. In the evening, Harold says: ‘In spite of all
         the grievousness, and it may sound like a woman’s magazine, but with you I have found happiness.’ It is a lovely note to end
         the week on in spite of everything.
      

      
      
      29 June

      
      Worked a little on Charles II: therapy! Told Hugh about Harold’s early life and he seemed rather interested in his detached way.
      

      
      
      
      30 June

      
      Took Harold to dinner with Peter Eyre. Peter said afterwards: ‘He’s very deep – but then I thought, that’s not surprising,
         considering all the plays.’
      

      
      
      3–6 July

      
      Harold’s son Daniel joined his father at Grosvenor House. I met him for the first time: slender, gangly, gym shoes and denim
         jacket brigade. But he courteously lent that jacket to me to protect me against the night air outside Morton’s. Face dreamily
         handsome inside its curly hair. Very clever.
      

      
      Harold and I sit in two deckchairs in Green Park. Later in the bar at the Washington, we found that Arthur Ashe had won Wimbledon:
         well, that was good news, and Harold told me that the smile had come back to my face.
      

      
      Dinner with Penelope, Jonathan Aitken’s ever-glamorous mother. Jonathan to me: ‘Why are you here alone? Oh, I’ve worked it
         out. Sunday night. Cricket night.’ He was of course quite right.
      

      
      
      7–12 July

      
      In Oxford at the Randolph Hotel, in a large Gothic room over the front porch. I pattered about various rooms in the dark small
         hours. Harold went to the theatre to see Otherwise Engaged in its pre-West End run and had supper with the cast. I felt very content after the alarums of the week before except one
         night when I waited for him until three, reading Anna Karenina and got in a stew – not perhaps the best choice of reading in my situation. I liked Simon Gray particularly and thought I would like to know him better, if it came about. Harold pleased me by saying he was looking forward to living with
         a writer, not an actress, because first nights had been such a strain, the play and the leading lady competing for attention.
         I had previously felt that by not being an actress, particularly not a famous one like Vivien, I was lacking something. I
         had not seen the other side of the coin. There was a party on the last night and I was proud to be on Harold’s arm.
      

      
      
      22 July

      
      Harold is now living in Donald Pleasence’s house in Strand-on-the-Green and we have rented a house in Launceston Place for
         the future.
      

      
      
      26 & 27 July

      
      These dog days, the dog days of the end of my marriage, are a most strange experience of heat and night and telephone calls
         and frenzy – and also words of love.
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      I didn’t write my diary again (unusually) until 5 August when I arrived in Scotland to be with the children. Otherwise Engaged was now in preview in the West End. In the meantime Vivien filed her petition.
      

      
      
      28 July

      
      I returned home from a drink with Harold to find some young men in shirts fooling about, vaguely in front of Campden Hill Square. It was an incredibly hot night. Paid the taxi inside the cab, for some prescient reason. Noticed drawing-room curtains
         drawn. Odd. Got out. Young man turned revealing camera on his hip. Back into the taxi fast and away. Where? They banged on the back of the taxi, shouting to get me to look up. Got back into Campden Hill Square by
         the back way. Went for the night to Diana Phipps, a true friend, in Elgin Crescent. Harold joined me. It turned out that Vivien
         had talked and talked hard. Shattered.
      

      
      
      30 July

      
      The next morning was even worse. More from Vivien. But the gossip-writers, in revenge at missing the scoop given by Vivien
         to one of their number, gathered all their venom into one pen. I went totally white. Sat on the bed. Tried to keep it from
         Harold. He noticed ‘the strange absence’ of the most venomous paper and found it. Forced myself to write my weekly review
         for the Evening Standard (I had been chief non-fiction reviewer for several years). I sat in Diana’s garden in my long flowered cotton ‘writing-dress’
         and a red hat against the intense heat. For a moment I just wanted not to BE: not to take any action to that effect but perhaps
         ‘to cease upon the midnight with no pain’. But as Beckett would have said at the end of Harold’s favourite Molloy: ‘It was not midnight …’ Harold came out into the garden and took my hand.
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      It is interesting, rereading this many years later, to wonder what would have happened to us in today’s very different climate
         regarding privacy. After all, we were not celebrities in the modern sense. At the time two things saved me from collapse. The first was a still-surviving robust common sense: ‘This
         is absurd. We are not Héloïse and Abelard nor even members of the royal family paid by the state. We’re not running for office
         and never have. We’re not trying to lead people in a new religion. We’re a couple of middle-aged writers who have gone of
         their own free will to live together.’ The other, of course, was Harold’s love for me coupled with my love for him.
      

      
      But of course such an experience of public printed prurience could not fail to have a profound effect on me. For one thing,
         I took myself in hand and swore an oath never to read hostile gossip or satire about myself and Harold if I could avoid it;
         my logic was: ‘I can’t stop them writing it because this is a free country. But equally they can’t force me to read it. It’s
         my right to ignore it. I’ll read any hostile review of my work, grit my teeth and bear it, because that’s fair comment, however
         unpleasant. But not nasty gossip.’ Over the years, I derived wry amusement from the sugary indignation of those who had read
         these things and were eager to sympathize: ‘Oh, how awful! How could they? I mean really …’ Me, with equal sweetness: ‘I’m
         afraid I haven’t read it. I never do. But do tell me about it, if it will make you feel better.’
      

      
      Finally of course you realize, if you have any sense of proportion, such things are very small sub specie aeternitatis or indeed more immediately in the scale of world concerns.
      

      
      A little while later I happened to read the autobiography of Agatha Christie where she wrote of her persecution after she
         mysteriously ‘disappeared’ to Harrogate. She described how she had been the fox and they were the hounds. Yes, I too knew
         that feeling. For years afterwards, I would involuntarily shiver at the sight of a crowd of reporters and photographers jostling round a door – any door. It never quite went away until thirty years later, there was a joyous crowd of press warmly greeted
         by Harold, jostling around our house. But that is to anticipate.
      

      
      There was one immediate effect on our relationship. It was difficult to avoid the conclusion that it was Vivien in ‘Medea’
         mood with her colourful denunciations who had touched off the frenzy and allowed the press free rein to print where they might
         otherwise have hesitated, given the laws of libel. But then, like many people who seek vengeance, she herself ended up by
         being the final sufferer. Harold sent her a letter of one sentence: ‘Do not try to talk to me except through my lawyer.’ She
         had achieved the total break which was the last thing she wanted. She had turned all his chivalry and pity away from herself
         towards me. Although formal relations were restored after a while, as they needed to be, I could see that he never felt the
         same way about her again.
      

      
      
      11 August

      
      Scotland. I visit my dear friends Gerald Ogilvy-Laing, the sculptor, and Galina at Kinkell and we fall into each other’s arms.
         ‘We were so concerned for you.’ They worried I might have gone under. I told them I hadn’t – quite. I add that there is one
         thing which is sardonically amusing. I, the woman, am always the target. Harold is treated with more circumspection because
         Harold the lover doesn’t quite fit the public perception of the master of the pause, etc. (maybe they should have read one
         or two of his plays!). In fact, one careful reference to the ‘allegedly passionate playwright’ made me laugh. ‘You should
         sue,’ I told Harold. ‘What’s alleged about it?’
      

      
      
      
      16 August

      
      Harold in London begins to plan our new life. Me: ‘I’ve got to learn to live with someone. Togetherness. I’ve never really
         had that.’ True. Thought I would when I first married but Hugh didn’t want that. I remember instituting Bible readings in
         bed – togetherness – but Hugh, horrified, went to sleep! Who can blame him?
      

      
      
      17–22 August

      
      On Sunday I flew down from Inverness to live with Harold here, at 33 Launceston Place, off the Gloucester Road. He met me
         at the airport. Then we entered Launceston Place. The first thing I saw was a mass of white flowers in the hall. I had time
         to think, ‘Harold probably forgot to move them’, then he took my hand and led me into the drawing room. Lo! A vast arrangement of flowers including foxy lilies and other glories in the window, and another on the mantelpiece, and in the
         back room, all luxuriant, then on up the stairs. A huge arrangement this time of yellow flowers in the pink boudoir, more, pink, on my dressing-table, and pink also in the bathroom.
         At the time I wanted to photograph them. But having lived with them for a week, there is no need. They are in my ‘inner eye
         which is the bliss of solitude’. I shall never forget them. Or Harold’s expression. A mixture of excitement, triumph and laughter.
         It transpired he asked the flower lady from Grosvenor House (whom he knew from his time with Sam Spiegel when he sent me daily
         flowers) and commissioned them. ‘Is it for a party?’ she asked. ‘No, it’s for Sunday night.’
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